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determination which was never oppressive, he had so worked
on Madame Dezaymeries that she had grown to regard her
widowhood as a species of religious vocation. He had set before
this family of three the goal of perfection, and kept them isolated
in a hedged and cloistered life. They visited none but the poor,
and limited their social existence to official contacts with the
clergy of the parish, about whom, Madame Dezaymeries some-
times went so far as to maintain, there was nothing supernatural.
As President of the Christian Mothers, and Vice-President of the
Ladies of Charity, she lent her drawing-room for meetings so
little worldly that the dust-sheets were never* taken off the chairs,
and the chandelier in its protective envelope hung like Motit-
golfier's balloon, motionless beneath a ceiling that prevented it
from rising.

This pious routine had such a hold on Fabien that even at
school, whither he went when he was about thirteen, he was
completely untroubled by the prickings of the flesh. Hints and
murmured revelations fell dead on the threshold of his heart,
and penetrated no further. He was entirely without interest in
the things of the body, and was blessed with a divine stupidity
in all matters that had to do with the vice of sensual indulgence.
A saintly woman kept her hand in front of his eyes and shut him
away from any vision of the world. He was wholly without
knowledge of the powers that lurk within us, of the strident
clamour of desire, of the storm that rages about the ship of
humanity when God slumbers in the stern. But no woman can,
unaided, make a man. Madame Dezaymeries, happy in her con-
templation of the innocent and tranquil face that Fabian bent
above his books, was blind to the fact that his arms were not so
weak as Joseph's, nor his chest so hollow. At fifteen his boy's
head with its brown hair sat ill upon his sturdy frame. She forgot
that another than herself had had a share in the forming of this
young creature whose expression was so pure, though he was
over-given to dreaming; who was so scornful of bodily activities
though built for physical prowess; who was content to live in